
Frankenstein Reading Guide: Chapters 6-8 
 

Passage #1 (Chapter Seven) 
Does Victor take responsibility for his creation?  In 
your opinion, should he take responsibility? 
 
While I watched the tempest, so beautiful yet terrific, I wandered on 

with a hasty step. This noble war in the sky elevated my spirits; I clasped 

my hands, and exclaimed aloud, "William, dear angel! this is thy funeral, 

this thy dirge!" As I said these words, I perceived in the gloom a figure 

which stole from behind a clump of trees near me; I stood fixed, gazing 

intently: I could not be mistaken. A flash of lightning illuminated the 

object, and discovered its shape plainly to me; its gigantic stature, and 

the deformity of its aspect more hideous than belongs to humanity, 

instantly informed me that it was the wretch, the filthy daemon, to whom 

I had given life. What did he there? Could he be (I shuddered at the 

conception) the murderer of my brother? No sooner did that idea cross 

my imagination, than I became convinced of its truth; my teeth 

chattered, and I was forced to lean against a tree for support. The figure 

passed me quickly, and I lost it in the gloom.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Passage #2: (Chapter Eight) 
How does this passage help establish Victor as a 
Promethean character? 
Explain how the monster could be classified as a 
victim and explain how the murders committed by 
the monster could be justified.  
 
A murmur of approbation followed Elizabeth's simple and powerful 

appeal, but it was excited by her generous interference, and not in favour 

of poor Justine, on whom the public indignation was turned with 

renewed violence, charging her with the blackest ingratitude. She herself 

wept as Elizabeth spoke, but she did not answer. My own agitation and 

anguish was extreme during the whole trial. I believed in her innocence; 

I knew it. Could the demon who had (I did not for a minute doubt) 

murdered my brother also in his hellish sport have betrayed the innocent 

to death and ignominy? I could not sustain the horror of my situation, 

and when I perceived that the popular voice and the countenances of the 

judges had already condemned my unhappy victim, I rushed out of the 

court in agony. The tortures of the accused did not equal mine; she was 

sustained by innocence, but the fangs of remorse tore my bosom and 

would not forgo their hold. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


